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The day on which I have any adventure with a
wild creature, no matter how trivial, has a little
different flavor from the rest; as when, one morn-
ing in early summer, I put my head out of the back
window and returned the challenge of a quail that
sent forth his clear call from a fence-rail one hun-
dred yards away.   Instantly he came sailing over
the field of raspberries straight toward me.   When
about fifteen yards away, he dropped into the cover
and repeated his challenge.   I responded, when in
an instant he was almost within reach of me.   He
alighted under the window,  and looked quickly
around for his rival.   How his eyes shone, how his
form dilated, how dapper and polished and brisk he
looked!   He turned his eye up to me and seemed
to say, ** Is it you, then, who are mocking me ? " and
ran quickly around the corner of the house.   Here
he Kngered some time amid the rosebushes, half
persuaded that the call, which I still repeated, came
from his rival. Ah, I thought, if with his mate and
young he would only make my field his home! The
call of the quail is a country sound that is becoming
all too infrequent.

So fond am I of seeing Nature reassert herself that

I even found some compensation in the loss of my

chickens that bright November night when some

wild creature, coon or fox, swept two of them out of

190e most of such small deer as coons,
